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A WORD BY WAY OF 
EXPLANATION 

FROM time to time even the most beauti¬ 
ful of instruments need tuning—what to 
say of others. In January last I found 
my own poor instrument needed tuning. 
It was out of tune, unmelodious, unhar- 
monious. I could have gone on playing it 
in its disharmonious condition, but I should 
have constantly been making a noise; and 
there is already enough noise in the world. 
So I decided to tune the strings of my 
instrument anew, to tune them a little 
more in unison with Myself. To this end 
I went into Retreat, into a meditation, 
into what I like to call a brooding, and 1 
remained in it for many months. I did 
this partly because I hate to be out of 
tune, and partly because there is a special 
melody I want to play these coming years, 
and an ill-tuned instrument would ruin it. 
Not that I claim my instrument now to 
be in perfect tune. My ear is not yet 
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perfectly developed. But it plays better 
than it did, at least I hope it does. I draw 
my bow across a string or two in this little 
series of booklets. How do the notes 
sound to your ears ? Do they ring true to 
you ? Or, if your own instrument has been 
recently tuned, is there, in your judgment, 
still need of a little adjustment? Or per¬ 
haps you have another octave, another 
chord, another note, in the Universal Scale 
of Life ? I may not agree with you, but 
what does that matter ? 

I draw my bow across a string— 

No. 1. Krishnaji : Light-Britiger. 

I draw my bow again— 

No. 2. The Joy of Catastrophe. 

No. 2. Go Your Own Way. 

No. 4. Fanaticism — Wholesale ami 
Retail. 

No. J. Shallows and Mountains. 

I shall draw niy bow again if the above 
receive sufficient welcome. 

George S. arundale 



KRISHNAJI: LIGHT-BRINGER 


DURING the last six months and more I 
have been in the fortunate position of 
being able to dwell out of the world, 
though still living in it, and to go through 
the furniture of my mind, feelings, and of 
other states of my consciousness, both for 
purposes of re-arrangement, of a bonfire 
where possible—note, please, I do not say 
“ where necessary,” of replacing the old 
with new, of having the least amount of 
furniture in the various rooms of my 
house, so that there may be room, space, 
freedom for movement. 

I have endeavoured to be for the time 
being in contemplation, in meditation, 
before the Altar of the Real, so that in 
this Vigil I might realise Myself in 
greater measure than before. I do not for 
a moment pretend that total realisation 
has come. It would be absurd so to 
pretend, but I do feel that I have come 
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somewhat nearer to the Real. I feel a 
readjustment to Reality. I feel that Life 
has been re-valued. I feel renewed. Old 
values have given way to new values, or 
have become clearer, less formal, less 
restricted, less of the substance of Time and 
more of the nature of Eternity. 

I have taken stock of myself as ruthless¬ 
ly as I could. I have tried not to consider 
my feelings or prejudices or superstitions 
or convictions. I have tried to remember 
my weaknesses. I have tried to look 
myself frankly in the face, or, if you will, 
frankly in the mind, frankly in the feel¬ 
ings, frankly in my views and opinions, 
frankly in my truths. I have a fairly 
clear idea of the criticisms which from 
time to time have been levelled against 
me. I read them carefully whenever they 
are written, and sooner or later the oral 
criticism comes to my ears. It is astonish¬ 
ing how quickly such criticism travels. I 
am thankful for the criticism. I have 
been weighing it. 
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The whole process of the readjustment 
has been a most delightful experience. It 
is like travelling to a part of the world 
one has never visited before. The un¬ 
familiar scenery, the strange conditions, 
the peculiar circumstances, prove extreme¬ 
ly fascinating. I suppose I have been 
looking at all these things before. They 
may have been present in my con¬ 
sciousness. But though I may have been 
looking I certainly have not seen. And 
now to perceive is a tremendous uplift, 
is a most refreshing expansion of my con¬ 
sciousness, gives me a feeling of being 
able to breathe more freely where hitherto 
I have been half suffocated, though I may 
possibly have not been aware of the fact. 
If I am not accustomed to take deep 
breaths I may think I am breathing 
splendidly, with my full lung capacity, 
when, in fact, I may hardly be breathing 
at all. In this prolonged brooding through 
which I have been going I have tried to 
see how deeply I could breathe, whether I 
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could expand my spiritual lungs far more 
than I have ever expanded them before. 
And the result has been that in certain 
directions I find I have hitherto been only 
half breathing, if as much as half. What a 
difference it makes to take deep breaths l 
How tremendously exhilarating and 
vitalising ! 

I have tried to be ruthless. I have 
sought to challenge, with all the imperson¬ 
ality at my command, every belief and 
opinion I have held, my normal judgments 
and understandings, my habitual ways of 
looking at life, in fact the Arundale out¬ 
look generally. I said to myself: Let the 
old Arundale, however constructed, die. 
Let him descend into the waters of death 
for baptism into truer Life. I have hoped, 
most sincerely and ardently hoped, that 
the old Arundale has indeed died, yielding 
place to a new Arundale, an improvement 
on the latest of the series of Arundales 
which have been running their course 
through the ages. What is the use of 
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living if one cannot die ? What is the use 
of dying if one cannot live ? And are not 
all times times for dying into a new life ? 

I have looked for the origins of myself. 
I have looked to see where there has been 
genuine Arundale and where only imita¬ 
tions of other people. I will not say that 
these imitations have been worthless, 
spurious. I will not say that the genuine 
Arundale has been true. But I will say 
that though imitation may be the sincerest 
form of flattery of others, it is hy no means 
the sincerest form of flattery of oneself. 
One must in the long run be oneself, be 
sure one is oneself, even though it is but 
in the nature of things that others should 
help us to become ourselves. I have been 
feeling very strongly that I do not want 
other people to hand me vessels into which 
the Life is to be poured. I am glad that 
they should suggest to me the best shape 
for the Life, the best shape for this Life, 
the best shape for that. But I want to 
make my own vessels myself, even though 



I may make them in the likeness of vessels 
brought before my eyes. Interestingly 
enough, I have found myself in possession 
of quite a considerable number of vessels 
originating with other people which I 
have, perhaps out of laziness, perhaps out of 
deference, taken into my own use, putting 
them upon the shelves of my mind and 
emotions, and no doubt exclaiming: See 
what beautiful vessels / have ! The long¬ 
ing has now come upon me to have vessels 
of my own fashioning, and as far as pos¬ 
sible to have few or none which are not of 
my own fashioning. I wanted, in other 
words, to see how I could get on without 
taking for granted that which hitherto I 
may have taken for granted, which hitherto 
I may have deemed essential to my well¬ 
being. Could I get on by myself, to the 
extent to which anyone can get on by 
himself in a world in which all is indis¬ 
solubly united ? 

It would take a number of dull volumes 
—dull, that is, to others, though not dull 
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to myself, for I should have known the 
delight of writing down in them the 
records of a phase of my evolution—to 
describe the many deaths of attitudes and 
beliefs and opinions, and the nature of the 
births into a newer life. There has been a 
holocaust in some directions. Some parts 
of the old Arundale have not reincarnated 
at all. Other parts have been reborn in 
forms altogether different. I will, there¬ 
fore, select just one evolutionary phase as 
an example. I will take the case of my 
reaction to Krishnaji, to the very wonder¬ 
ful force he is, or of which he is the 
channel—which you will. 

I had grown up, as it were, to believe, 
practically without any question, certain 
statements which had been made with 
regard to the World-Teacher and to 
Krishnaji's relation to Him. As time 
passed, and I began more and more to 
think for myself, I naturally began to 
judge with such small judgment as I pos¬ 
sessed. Hitherto I had not judged, and 
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because I did not judge I did not really 
know. Un til I bega n to judge 1 seemed 
to know more than I really did know. 
When I began to judge for myself I have 
no doubt I began to dive9t myself of 
what was really truth. In the eyes of 
many I shall have seemed to know less. 
I ceased to u know ” that which apparent¬ 
ly I had hitherto “ known ”. But I 
think I have lately been beginning at 
last to take my stand upon that which I 
could truly say I know, though it may well 
be that some day I shall know that which 
I had previously played with, not under¬ 
standing the nature of it, that which I 
must not at present say I know. But for 
the time being I had to restrict the circum¬ 
ference of my understanding within its 
true limitations. 

Frankly, I found some of the statements 
made with regard to Krishnaji difficult to 
accept, not because I knew them to be 
untrue, but because I knew nothing about 
them, or only a little. They were beyond 
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my own experience, such as this was. 
Doubtless my experience was at fault. It 
was obviously less both in quality and in 
quantity than that of my elders. Still, 
it was all I had, and I felt I must rely 
upon it. On the other hand, I had been 
accustomed, with very great profit to 
myself, to accept as working hypotheses 
many teachings given by my elders. I 
thus found myself in a most tiresome 
tangle. Tradition was leading me in one 
direction. Experience and the desire to 
stand on my own feet were leading me in 
another direction. Orthodoxy was obvi¬ 
ously along one pathway. Heterodoxy 
was along another, and what kind of ex- 
communication might not come if I 
travelled thereon: not excommunication 
by my elders, I hoped, but possibly self- 
excom mu nica tion. 

Suppose I were to speak out boldly and 
say : “ After all, I do not understand what 
is said with regard to the relationship 
between Krishnaji and the World-Teacher. 
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I do not understand the identity of 
consciousness. I am not able yet to say 
he ia the World-Teacher. I see things 
otherwise.” Suppose I wore to say this 
frankly, should I not be calling down upon 
my head the anathemas of many and the 
sad disapproval of a few whose approval 
means much to me ? Might it not be said 
that here is the traitor ? Might I not, in 
fact, apart from what people might be 
saying, be thwarting in a small yet de¬ 
finite way work which I knew and know 
to be the work of a Great Being ? Might I 
not thus show myself unworthy of the 
favours I have received, guilty of the 
basest sort of ingratitude ? 

Mind you, I am not saying that the form 
in which I have set forth my bold speaking 
expresses what I actually believed in the 
light of such wisdom as I possessed. I 
have purposely exaggerated. What I did 
believe I set forth at the time, to the 
strong disapprobation of many, in a little 
pamphlet entitled “ The Lord is Here 
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But even this pamphlet I felt to convey 
less than that which I wanted to convey. 
It was true for me at the time. It still 
remains for me substantially true. But 
there was something lacking. It was not 
what it ought to be. It fell short. And 
ever since I wrote it I have been feel¬ 
ing its shortcomings. What was the 
matter with it? Not that it was untrue 
according to my own particular standard 
and understanding. What was, then, the 
matter ? 

I think I have since discovered what 
was the matter. I was not looking 
Krishnaji straight in the face. I was not 
looking at him face to face. I was look¬ 
ing at him either through other people’s 
spectacles, or through spectacles of my 
own made in part of glass coloured for me 
by other people, and in part of glass which 
I had myself coloured in order to see him in 
the colouring in which I thought I wanted 
to see him, or ought to see him. It was all 
unreal. It was all a matter of labels. And 
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now I have been feeling that I must see 
him not as in a glass darkly, but face to face. 
I had, as a result of having my thinking 
done for me largely by others, expected 
Krishnaji to flow into certain moulds 
carefully prepared beforehand. He must 
be the slave of these moulds, fit them with 
all obedience and even servility. All I 
expected him to say, he must say. All 
I expected him to do, he must do. All 
I expected him to be, he must be. What 
a fool 1 was! I admit this without the 
slightest reservation. I had expected the 
World-Teacher, for then as now I had no 
doubt of a definite relationship, to sub¬ 
ordinate Himself to my conceptions of the 
role He ought to play in the world. Why, 
if I were so certain as to what He should 
do, I might as well have realised that 
someone else could do the work. He comes 
just because there is no one else to do the 
work He alone can do, and, even more, 
there is no one else who can know what is 
to be done. 
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I expected Krishnaji to fit himself to 
my measurements just as I should ex¬ 
pect to fit perfectly into a suit made 
for me by a competent tailor. With 
much care and trouble I had made a 
suit, and Krishnaji did not fit into 
it, and did not wear it. A little dis¬ 
concerting ? No, hardly that. Rather, 
extremely amusing. I had forgotten I had 
not his measure ! What a fool again ! A 
tailor may take my measure. Perhaps 
anybody can take my measure. But to 
take the measure of Krishnaji and of Him 
Whom he represents .. .! Well, as events 
showed only too clearly, I was not a 
competent tailor, and I only had myself 
to blame. 

But what a muddle it all was for the 
time being. Here were splendid gifts, 
piercing probings, magnificent tearings 
away of outworn veils hiding the Truth we 
ought to know, towering simplicities. And 
there was I almost ignoring the gifts spend¬ 
ing my energy in clumsily fumbling about 
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the source whence they were derived. I 
occupied myself in studying the interpreta¬ 
tions of others with regard to their source. 
I tried to study their source for myself. 
And I found others engaged in the same 
activities. I found many appraising these 
gifts in terms of their supposed source. I 
found that many valued the gifts not for 
their intrinsic value but for their supposed 
hall-mark. I found many looking at hall¬ 
marks and deciding upon the value of the 
gifts exclusively according to the hall¬ 
mark. I found many not really caring 
for the gifts at all, still less using them ; 
but jealous of any irreverence towards 
them, not for the sake of the gifts them¬ 
selves but for the sake of the hall-mark 
they were supposed to bear. 

I found some setting forth the follow¬ 
ing : 

1. Krishnaji is the World-Teacher. 

2. When he speaks the World-Teacher 
speaks. 

3. Those who do not accept these state¬ 
ments are rejecting the World-Teacher. 
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This attitude, which I confess I regard 
as in the highest degree fanatical, inquisi¬ 
torial and cruel, troubled me. I may know 
him to be the World-Teacher, but how or 
why should others know this highly 
abstruse fact, assuming it to be a fact ? It 
is part of a post-graduate course of studies, 
and most of us are little more than matri¬ 
culates. It troubled me that certain 
people were erecting Krishnaji into a 
dogma of sorts, so that it became blas¬ 
phemous to treat him as an ordinary 
human being. It became, that is, blas¬ 
phemous to be ignorant, not to know what 
other people might happen to think they 
knew ; and, after all, how many of those 
who say he is the World-Teacher know 
what they mean when they say it, or know 
for themselves and have not borrowed the 
statement from others? It is not a crime 
to be ignorant It is not a crime to be 
young. It is not a crime to have a coloured 
skin, or hair of such and such a hue. 
And I felt strongly that labels, however 
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true, must on no account be permitted to 
stand in the way of Krishnaji being all 
things to all. He may be the World- 
Teacher. But let him be supremely 
Krishnaji, someone whom w’e can see and 
know with the ordinary eyes of the body, 
of the mind, of the feelings. Let him be 
supremely understandable, naturally under¬ 
standable. Let us be with him face to 
face, without having to subscribe to articles 
of belief, or to be subjected to tests of con¬ 
formity with man-made standards. 

What a waste of time ! How silly ! How 
wrong ! With what tremendous delight I 
suddenly came to the conclusion that hall¬ 
marks did not matter, that labels did not 
matter, that authority did not matter, that 
descriptions did not matter, that there was 
no question either of orthodoxy or of un¬ 
orthodoxy, of loyalty or of disloyalty. 
Some who read this booklet may say that 
they knew this all the time and rejoiced 
accordingly. Maybe. All I can say is 
that I suddenly awoke to the fact. It was 
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borne in upon me as in a flash that I 
might well leave alone all questions of 
source. I could take these up at my 
leisure. But I should do well simply 
and naturally to look Krishnaji, and 
that is his Gifts, his Truth, his Message, 
straight in the face and do the best I 
could with them both for myself and for 
others. 

It was a wonderful relief and a great 
inspiration. And I am going to be quite 
frank about it. I have tried to put aside 
all that has confused me, side-tracked me, 
bothered me, troubled me. I have brushed 
aside all that has come to me from without, 
and I have tried to rely exclusively upon 
that which is within me. I have said to 
myself: Never mind what others have said, 
whoever they may be. Never mind what 
you yourself have thought. Just be straight 
with Jixishnaji; but straight from your¬ 
self, not from anyone else whatever. Go 
straight to him from yourself and not via 
anybody else. You owe this to him and 
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you owe this to yourself. I do most sincerely 
hope I shall not be misunderstood, except 
by those whose business seems to be wilful 
misunderstanding, when I say that I put 
on one side all that has been said by the 
two people I most revere and who have 
helped me most—Dr. Besant and Bishop 
Leadbeater. I have not the slightest doubt 
that all they say is profoundly true. My 
experience has always been of their most 
extraordinary accuracy, wherever I have 
had the means of judging. But I made up 
my mind that I must go to Krishnaji myself, 
in my own straight line, in no line of any¬ 
one else’s drawing. I do not for a moment 
question the wisdom of the declarations of 
these two revered elders, nor the need for 
such declarations; God forbid I should 
question their truth. But I have found I 
wanted to get to Krishnaji in another 
way, leaving this particular way aside for 
the moment This is, I know, what they 
would wish me to do, for any statements 
they themselves may make with regard to 
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the occult side of the phenomenon of 
Krishnaji have, for them too, infinitely less 
significance than the Truth which comes. 
They give us the occult side because it is 
true. Let those who have the eyes to see, 
see. But there is that which matters even 
more, infinitely more. 

I have put aside the ecstasies of the 
fanatical devotee, as I put aside the fulmi- 
nations of the fanatical opponent. I have 
put aside those who, for the moment, are 
blinded by the dazzling Light into those 
dangerous extravagances which so often 
tend to turn away people who are ready to 
see. I have put aside the hatred of those 
who virulently deny the Light because they 
happen to be blind. I put aside all ques¬ 
tions as to the relation between Krishnaji 
and the World-Teacher, simply because I 
have not sufficient material wherewith to 
build my Truth. I am quite ready to hear 
him say : “ I am ...” this or that. 
Doubtless he knows. Who should know 
this if not he ? But I want to be free even 
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of this. I want to soar into the infinite 
expanse of formless Truth, bathe in it, be 
renewed in it, so that in the world of forms 
I may myself build forms as near as I 
can in its likeness, in its Life, in its Spirit. 
The wonders as they are are enough for 
me, at all events for the time being. They 
are more than enough for me. It will 
take me all my time to understand w’hat 
I can understand. I must grope first after 
all this, and only play, as it were, with that 
which is somewhat beyond my ken. Surely 
I must cast my eyes about for the Light 
beyond. Yet the Light Present must enter 
welcoming eyes and fill my being with its 
effulgence. Let me not, for the sake of 
that which is farther off, loosen my hold 
of that which is immediate to my grasp. 
It was this consideration which made me 
brush aside that which I have enumerated 
above, and no less, I must add, myself as 
I was. I knew’ I must get at Myself from 
myself, for only by getting at Myself could 
I come face to face with Krishnaji, or, for 
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the matter of that, with any Reality what¬ 
soever. For I should like it to be distinctly 
understood that while I am in this parti¬ 
cular experience brooding in terms of 
Krishnaji, my conclusions apply no less 
to anyone or to anything else. To reach 
the naked Truth one must divest oneself 
of clothing. One must travel to Oneself 
on rails of one’s own laying, if rails one 
needs at all. And one has not travelled 
to Oneself, or one has not reached Oneself, 
if crutches remain, if labels remain, even 
if dogmas and doctrines remain : in other 
words, if one remains particularised and 
has not become universalised. 

Furthermore, I am not thinking of 
Krishnaji in any other way than in the 
w r ay in which I should think about any 
other outstanding personality with a Mes¬ 
sage to deliver—from himself or from 
Another matters not at all. There is no 
question in my mind of fitting myself to 
him or to his teaching. There is no feel¬ 
ing in me that acceptance is the best policy 


21 



—open-eyed acceptance if possible, blind 
if not. The whole value of Krishnaji to me 
lies in his power to make me more Myself. 
X may set my feet on the Path of disciple- 
ship. Y may draw me near to a Great 
Teacher. Z may help me to develop occult 
powers. And so on. Krishnaji helps me to 
know Myself—capital M. He helps me to 
find Myself. He aids me to distinguish be¬ 
tween my many selves and My Self. How 
he does it I do not quite know. Probably 
because he is so very much Himself— 
capital H. But his power does not, to my 
mind, lie in statements or in the disclosure 
of Truth, or in definitions. As it seems to 
me, it lies in his attitude of pointing the 
way, so that we may perceive that the 
way is our way. He suggests how the 
knife may be made tremendously sharp, 
and he stirs in us the intuition or the 
instinct to ferret out the places where 
incision is needed. Then he says: CUT. 
But we must find out the places, and we 
must use a sharp knife. 
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If I were to set forth the nature of 
Krishnaji’s teachings I should have to 
write all about myself, for however general 
these teachings may be from one point of 
view, from another their application is 
supremely individual. And each one of us, 
recognising the generalisation and there¬ 
fore its applicability to our individual 
selves as well as to everybody else, must 
particularise it to apply to our indivi¬ 
dual selves. I dare not set forth the gene¬ 
ralisation. It is exactly what I cannot do. 
Nor would I venture to particularise it for 
others. But since the cap fits my head as 
every other head too, I am learning to put 
it on. Each one of us must understand for 
himself. It does not matter who Krishnaji 
specifically is. I do not know whether he 
cares who he is specifically. He knows 
who he is, and he knows that supremely he 
is, as we all are, Life. This knowledge must 
come to us too. How it comes to each one 
of us, when it comes, these are individual 
matters. Above all, there must be guarded 
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borrowing of the Life of others, guarded 
introducing of it into ourselves knowing it 
to be borrowed, and therefore without that 
vital fact of its being part of us. There 
must be no prefacing of statements with 
the words: Krishnaji says. We must on no 
account use him to bludgeon others into 
mental or emotional insensibility. Nor 
must we bludgeon ourselves. We must use 
our own judgments, or rather, perhaps, our 
own intuitions, our own best understand¬ 
ing. There is no greater reverence or grati¬ 
tude than honest and sincere judgment, 
decision, made in the light of our highest 
powers. “ I take this. I leave that. 
This appeals to me. That does not.” No 
pretence, whether to ourselves or to others. 
What has become part of ourselves will 
live. That which is not part of ourselves, 
however much we may try to deceive our¬ 
selves or others, even honestly, into the 
belief that it is ourselves, will die because 
it has no contact with the flow of our 
life’s blood. May I say without offence 
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that I sometimes wonder how much longer 
the same people will have to go on attend¬ 
ing Camp Fires, and either on the physi¬ 
cal plane or in some other way—mentally 
and emotionally, perhaps—following 
Krishnaji about, before they learn to 
gr;isp the Real for themselves ? I suppose 
the surest sign of successful discovery 
lies in the rising of an overwhelming 
urge to help to awaken in others that 
Life which he has awakened in us. We 
shall then be satisfied with being Ourselves 
and shall know our nearness to him, if we 
desire this, be physical distances what 
they may. Perhaps the first sign of the 
dawning life—I wonder—is impatience 
with others who do not see that which we 
ourselves have taken no little time to see. 
We shall want to use force, forgetting that 
Nature uses Time with far greater effect. 
We shall, perhaps, go raging about with 
narrow conviction and with all the intoler¬ 
ance of the newly converted. After a time, 
if we really have found the Life, we shall 
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become sane and wise. We shall cease 
to render people unconscious in trying to 
awaken them. We, too, shall use the 
weapon of Time with the hand of Under¬ 
standing. If we have not found the Life, 
we shall shortly become as violent in 
opposition as we have been fanatical in 
support. A fanatic can so easily be 
superlative in any way, since any 
particular way for him or her is, I was 
almost going to say, a matter of chance, 
or a matter of temperament and stage of 
evolution. And in general a fanatic 
roams over a number of superlatives, 
many of them at opposite ends, before he 
settles down to wise and ordered 
enthusiasm. When a person goes into 
superlatives about Krishnaji, or about 
anybody or anything else, I can only 
hope for the best. Superlatives are no 
doubt good servants, but they are terrible 
masters. 

Now what am I going to do with the 
results of all this brooding, be they right or 
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wrong ? What can I myself say that will 
be useful to others ? First, I shall not go 
into ecstasies of adjectival admiration. I 
shall avoid labels and definitions. If I 
am asked what I believe about him, I 
shall reply that such beliefs do not matter 
in the least, and that in any case my own 
beliefs are certainly of no importance at 
all; that his message does matter, and 
that my belief with regard to him, be it 
what it may, might well cloud the issue, 
which is llfiat here 'is a Man with a • 
Message which he delivers with supreme 
conviction and which he himself lives, a 
message which has profoundly influenced 
large numbers of plain commonsense 
straightforward people. I shall not mind 
describing my personal beliefs, but I shall 
most heavily discount them. 

Next, I shall urge people to listen to 
him when the opportunity occurs, to 
listen without prejudices or preconceptions. 

I shall not say : “ You must listen in this 
way and in that. It is this. It is that. 
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You will not understand unless you know 
this and that. Remember he is this and 
that.” I shall also endeavour to give 
people an idea as to that which they may 
expect to receive from him. They will 
be disturbed, perhaps perturbed. They 
will be shaken. They will feel that here 
is someone who is not afraid to tell the 
truth. They will see that here is someone 
who has the courage of his convictions. 
They will see that here is simplicity, 
unaffectedness, burning straightforward¬ 
ness, relentless fire, deep insight, the calm 
assurance of self-realisation. They will 
realise themselves to be in the presence 
of someone different. They will find 
themselves beginning to say: Yes, it is 
true. 

What is true ? It is just at this point 
that I shall stop. This they must and 
will find out for themselves in his presence 
and under his influence. If I could tell 
them what they will know to be true the 
world would not need Krishnaji. I should 
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suffice, and, therefore, anyone else. And 
even if I could tell them they would not 
say: “ Yes,” for I am not that which 
Krishnaji is, whatever that be. Let us 
take refuge in sublime vagueness. 

I shall proceed to point out that there 
is no question of accepting his teachings 
or being damned. He brings the Truth, 
a truth if you will. He may say: I know. 
Well and good. He offers freely. Let us 
receive gratefully in the spirit in which 
he gives. We may not be ready for the 
gift. We may think we are not ready. 
We may say the gift is not for us. We 
may for any reason even reject the gift. 
Yet can we remain grateful to him who 
offers. And if we are wise we shall never 
forget that our understanding is still 
microscopic, that we know so little, that 
there is an infinitude of wisdom waiting for 
us, and that the little we already have has 
not really made us happy, calm, peaceful, 
at ease. Perchance, that which Krishnaji 
tells us. . . . ? Perchance the way into 
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the Kingdom of Happiness which he dis¬ 
closes to us is after all the way ? Is he 
happy ? Is he utterly at peace ? Does he 
know no sorrow ? What are his answers 
to these questions ? if he is happy, if he 
is utterly at peace, if he has ceased to 
know sorrow, there surely must be some 
unusual value in his pathway. He is like 
ourselves. He is a human being. He has 
known, perhaps, that which we know 
now of sorrow, trouble, unhappiness. He 
has transcended these. Perhaps we can 
see for ourselves that he has transcended 
these. Are we afraid to change ? Are we 
slaves to that which holds us impotent in 
its strangling grip ? Are we so “ set ” that 
we have become adamant ? Have we no 
vision ? Then indeed are we in danger of 
perishing. Without revolution in our¬ 
selves, no evolution of ourselves. If we 
are not afraid of change, if we are not 
the slaves of inertia, then will Krishnaji's 
power be to us of priceless value, for it 
will inspire us to change from our centres 
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for ourselves, and not under the influence 
of external forces which may affect the 
circumference but which can never reach 
the heart. 

If his power challenges our preconcep¬ 
tions, so much the better. All these, the 
very best of them, are probably but resting 
places on the Road to Truth. Useful 
resting places, but nothing more than 
resting places. Have they not often left 
us in the lurch ? Have our beliefs and 
convictions, our opinions and conclusions, 
saved us, protected us, from sorrow, from 
anxiety, from grief, from trouble? Have 
we sufficient of the spirit of adventure in 
us, of the spirit of determination to reach 
the goal, of the spirit of will to understand 
the meaning of life, of immense and 
unquenchable longing to be eternally 
happy, to experiment with ourselves, to 
take a suggestion, from one who says he 
has discovered, as to how to play this 
Game of Life so as to win all the time 
and ever ? 
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If our house tumbles in ruins about us, 
can we not build another ? The home now 
fallen to pieces has by no means been 
storm proof, it has not even been rain 
proof, we have had to huddle in it as best 
we could with little if any protection. Is 
it not worth while for someone to pull our 
house to pieces, so that we may be forced 
to build another? We can always build 
the same old leaky structure if we are 
fools; and there is just the possibility of 
our profiting from past experience. Or we 
can demolish our house ourselves, seeing 
what a fine dwelling place Krishnaji has, 
how airy, how free, yet how wonderfully 
safe. If someone tearfully bewails the 
fact that his house is now in ruins about 
him, the answer is—perhaps a little brutal: 
So much the better. Now build a really 
better one. And if he asks on what plan ? 
Listen to Krishnaji. a master-builder as 
you can see with your own eyes. And 
then build a house for yourself according 
to your own wise plans. 



I should also point out that we must be 
annoyed neither with Krishnaji nor with 
ourselves if at first much of what he says 
is beyond us. He does not come into our 
midst just to repeat that which we already 
know'. He does not come to tell us that 
w r e are going on splendidly, and that all 
w’e have to do is to remain just as we are. 
I do not know quite where he would be 
were he to speak thus to us all. He comes 
to exhort us to be different, to change, 
to give up the outworn, to break aw r ay. 
We may not be ready. We may not quite 
see. There may be a variety of reasons 
why as we hear him at any particular 
time we are not in tune, we are not in 
accord. We need neither blame him nor 
ourselves. It may just be that part of his 
message does not apply to us, though I 
should think this unlikely. In .any case, 
we need not be troubled. We need not be 
worried about ourselves when we stand 
aside for the time. We need not be afraid 
w r e are losing an opportunity, though some 
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of our friends will doubtless shake their 
heads at our obtuseness, prophesying to us 
that such an opportunity as this comes but 
rarely in the history of the world, and that 
we shall remain, at the best, stationary in 
our evolution if we do not seize it now. If 
we are eager to know, if we are sincere and 
honest, we are missing no opportunities, 
even though we are not for the time being 
able to say “Yes” to Krishnaji as others 
may be saying “Yes”. In order that 
we may be able to say “ Yes ” to-morrow 
it may well be inevitable that some of 
us should be saying “ No ” to-day. I 
doubt if Krishnaji is anxious for us to say 
“Yes" to anything he says. He desires 
us, I should think, to consider deeply and 
not to reject simply because we are too 
set to move ; not to reject out of obstinacy 
and perversion, on general principles, but 
only if we feel we must. If we feel we 
must, well and good. We then say: “ This 
is not for me.” We shall, of course, not 
be such fools as to say: “ This is not for 
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anybody.” And if we are really wise we 
shall say : “ This is not for me at present. 
Later on, who knows ? I shall keep it in 
mind.” We need never reproach ourselves 
with courteous, honest, heartfelt disagree¬ 
ment, whatever people may say. And 
surely it is clear that we have nothing 
with which to reproach Krishnaji. He 
discloses to us his store of precious jewels. 
He points out to us the beauties of each. 
Even if we do not desire to wear some of 
them, or any of them, nonetheless have 
we every reason to be grateful to him for 
so freely offering. Yet there will probably 
be ignorant people who will be angry with 
him for bringing gifts they do not happen 
to want. Perhaps they are blind. In 
any case, there may surely be others who 
will be thankful for that which we may 
reject. As Krishnaji comes to our doors 
we may say to him: “ Thank you, friend, 
I need nothing to-day.” But surely we 
shall have enough nobility of heart to add: 
“ Godspeed to you on your mission.” And 
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fortunately for us, there is every hope that 
though he may to-day have done no busi¬ 
ness with us he will call again before 
long, when we may be thankful to say : 
“ Enter, friend. I have business with 
you.” 

Before the Life that is Krishnaji can 
truly enter our hearts we must open our 
homes to it, throw open the doors, unbar 
the gates, unclose the windows. Indeed, 
doors, gates, windows should ever be left 
open, or we shall be suffocated by air 
which has become impure, by air we are 
gradually using up. What doors, which 
gates, which windows? Each one of us 
should know his own house well enough 
to have no difficulty in finding them, 
though in many cases they have become 
more like part of the solid wall, for want of 
use, than openings, and we may have no 
little difficulty in opening them. We may 
even hesitate to open them for fear of the 
draught, for fear of the fresh air, to which 
we are not accustomed. Creeds are often 
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closed and heavily barred doors or windows. 
So are beliefs, opinions, convictions, self¬ 
satisfactions of all kinds. Because of 
these we often remain stultified in our 
houses when we might take walks abroad, 
when we might even while at home breathe 
the pure air circulating around us. There 
is nothing we should be unable to open. 
There is nothing in us which is perfectly 
free, perfectly true, unchangeable. We 
cannot stop where we are, either physical¬ 
ly. emotionally, mentally or otherwise. 
We must grow. Why not rapidly ? The 
only obstacles in the way are ourselves. 
The only road is ourselves. The obs tacle 
is myself. The barrier is myself. The 
road is myself. The en d is My Se lf. 

If we are big enough to perceive great¬ 
ness and to recognise the supreme value of 
greatness, of whatever nature, in a world 
suffering from widespread mediocrity and 
fearsomeness, we shall—whatever we may 
be able to understand or not understand— 
be thankful that a Light is shining in the 
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darkness, even though it may not dispel 
our darkness. t YVhat matters it if our 
darkness remains, so that somewhere 
darkness is dispelled ? If some are able to 
say that Krishnaji has brought them 
Light, and there are thousands to say this, 
tens of thousands, what matters it if we 
still remain in darkness ? By the testimony 
of others, he is a Light-Bringer, and we 
may well be thankful that Light shines in 
the darkness, dispelling it here and dis¬ 
pelling it there, even though it may not 
dispel our darkness. Other Light will 
come to us, or this very Light. Light 
comes to all. Light shines upon all. We 
have but to let it in. Each one of as is 
Light. We have but to shine. To-day 
these shine. To-morrow those. To-day 
you. To-morrow I. 

So, for the world’s sake, and because 
witnesses are everywhere acclaiming the 
Light-Bringer, we who are happy in the 
joy of others, we who perhaps are among 
those who acclaim, we who are thankful 
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that darkness here and there recedes be¬ 
fore the advancing Light, rejoice in 
Krishnaji, welcome him, hear him gladly, 
and are with him thankfully in our hearts 
as he carries his Light into the dark 
places. 

There are other Light-Bringers. The 
world is never left without Light-Bringers. 
Let us cherish all who bring Light, be it 
brought to us or to others. I write of 
Krishnaji because I have been thinking 
about him. I might write of others 
similarly. I know many great Light- 
Bringers, and there must be many, very 
many, whom I do not know. I say: Let 
us cherish Light-Bringers and make them 
welcome, come they to us or to others, 
whether they bring Light which enters 
our hearts or Light which for the time 
passes us by. The world needs Light, 
more Light. Some day all Light will 
enter all hearts.- 
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